TALES OF DESTINT

for years. May the tombs of his ancestors be
defiled!

" ' Of course the news that had brought me to Pun-
derpur was false. So far from Akbar being in the
vicinity, I now learned that he had gone on a
journey to Gwalior, and would not be back to
Fathpur-Sikri for several months. Therefore, I took
the opportunity of paying a business visit to Benares,
resting content in my mind that the harp could be in
no safer place than in its snug hiding at the home
of Baji Lai, where no robbers would ever dream of
prying.

" ' However, I was just on the eve of retracing my
steps to this village when Chunda Das came to
Punderpur in quest of me. We met at the house of
Munshi Khyraz, and there I learned of the disaster to
my friends here, and the terrible doom that was con-
templated for them. Imagine my dismay, too, when I
discovered that their house was to be burned. My
beautiful harp! It would be destroyed! So we hurried
back, sparing neither ourselves nor our beasts.
" ' When I saw the tongues of flame actually curling
about the home of Baji Lai, I became oblivious of
aught else save the rescue of the priceless harp from
destruction. Through the blinding smoke I groped
my way to my old sleeping room. I nearly suc-
cumbed three or four times before I managed to tear
down the tent-cloth. Then, by the flicker of the flames
I could see the harp reposing in its hiding place in all
its gleaming beauty. I had no time to feel surprised
that its silken covering had been blo\yn aside, and
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